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Cleanliness is next to godliness. 

— Somebody who hated dirt 



To verisimilitude. 



MY OWN MIND IS MY OWN CHURCH. 

(Thomas Paine) 
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— INTRODUCTION — 



It's called the American Dream. . .'cause you have 
to be asleep to believe it. 

— George Carlin 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces 2 



"The Kremlin's got a hell of a sense of humor," 
Colonel Trautman concluded wryly. 

"Please explain," responded Zaysen. 

"You talk peace and disarmament to the world, 
and here you are wiping out a race of people. 
[...] You expect sympathy? You started this 
damn war, now you'll have to deal with it," the 
American officer declared. 

"And we will. It is just a matter of time before 
we achieve a complete victory," Zaysen re- 
plied. 

"You know there won't be a victory. Every day, 
your war machines lose ground to a bunch of 
poorly-armed, poorly-equipped freedom fight- 
ers. The fact is that you underestimated your 
competition. If you'd studied your history. 
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you'd know that these people have never giv- 
en up too anyone. They'd rather die than be 
slaves to an invading army. You can't defeat 
a people like that. We tried; we already had our 
Vietnam! Now you're gonna have yours," re- 
torted Trautman. 

The preceding comes via 1988's Rambo III 
— a movie in which Russia was portrayed as 
villainous for invading Afghanistan. However, 
in 2001 , the United States mounted an even 
more destructive offensive against the same 
Middle Eastern nation. During this war — which 
is ongoing — the U.S. has characterized itself 
as the good guy. Hence, countless Americans 
support the same action they found repulsive 
when perpetrated by Russia. 

You can keep deceiving yourself you're living 
in a "free" country, unhindered by subterfuge. 
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but it's absurd enough when you lie to others. 
Lying to yourself is simply insane. 

So, what makes a soldier any different than a 
serial killer? Both annihilate numerous inno- 
cent people; both do so under the auspices of 
a higher compulsion. However, one is sancti- 
fied while the other denigrated. Identical ac- 
tions, antithetical response. Doesn't this mean 
on Veteran's Day we're honoring mass mur- 
derers? 

Somehow, the English language was replaced 
by acronyms, and people reverted to illitera- 
cy. Correct communication may seem trivial. 
However, you'll view things differently when 
individuals unable to read design the compo- 
nents for the jumbo jet in which you're flying. 
How about entrusting cooling procedures of a 
nuclear plant to someone who can't write? 
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Why do folks pay extra for car alarms? When 
was the last time you saw anybody respond 
to such a feature? Car alarms activate con- 
stantly, and nobody — including the vehicle 
owners — view them as anything but a bother. 

People are illogical. We don't even know from 
whence our species derives, and most of us 
are doing nothing to find out. The Unraveled 
series is an effort to correct such failings. 

Doesn't it behoove us to discover why we're 
here, and how this Universe works? If so, how 
come we constantly involve ourselves in topics 
more senseless than using a GPS to drive 1 0 
feet? The pettiness with which we're concerned 
is as pointless as asserting Dr. Phil is having a 
bad hair day. 

Just because you've been brainwashed into 
accepting things as true, doesn 't make them 
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real. Could the verisimilitude you've always 
known be no more authentic than the recent 
version of Dolly Parton's face? 

The above examples chip away at what most 
of us perceive as reality. Realize, these are a 
minute percentage of the lapses in logic hu- 
manity engages in every day. Documenting 
each instance of unreason would require vol- 
umes. Suffice it to say, the paradigm created 
around us isn't real. 

So, the question arises as to what reality is. 

It's when you stop watching television that it 
begins. Soon, you cancel your cable subscrip- 
tion. Sometime later, you no longer own a TV. 
The vacuous truth there's a show called The 
Biggest Loser eludes you. Imperative facts — 
like the 240 foot wide asteroid that marginal- 
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ly missed Earth in 2002, unbeknownst to hu- 
mans until three days after it passed — occu- 
py your brain. 2 You're stupefied Heinz Haber 
— a Nazi war criminal responsible for hundreds 
of executions — acted beside Walt Disney on 
a post-World War II production known as Our 
Friend the AtomM You're amazed Tom Cruise 
firmly believes in Xenu — ruler of the "Galactic 
Confederacy," who migrated his kind to Earth 
in a DC-8, positioned them around volcanoes, 
and destroyed them with hydrogen bombs.^ 

You now reside in a paradigm most choose to 
believe doesn't exist. It's called reality. Still, 
you interact with people who know nothing of 
it. You've tried to apprise them, but they've 
only gawked at you as though you had a birth- 
mark resembling Geraldo's face on your fore- 
head. Hence, you remain quiet while they ser- 
monize about an Ashton Kutcher love than- 
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gle, the best temperature for baking flan, or 
the amount of hair on Mitt Romney's balls. 

You observe as most of humanity drugs itself 
with placebos — that cause more harm than 
good — for maladies that don't exist. You know 
you'd never put something in your body that 
could induce a heart attack, just to obtain an 
erection. With escalating revenue of so-called 
erectile dysfunction drugs, however, you real- 
ize there are those who would. 

A $500 phone you'll drop, and thus destroy; 
a $600 pair of sunglasses you'll lose in a week; 
a blouse you can't wash because of bleeding 
dyes, but one you're willing to buy for $700 
due to its name. 

It doesn't make sense to the logical... but the 

logical don't make sense to those living this 
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confusion. In the paradigm of the insane, the 
sane will forever be viewed like someone hav- 
ing sexual relations with a Disney dog mascot 
— fuckin' Goofy! 
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THE CULT OF AMERICA 



"My daddy died for that flag." 

"Really? I bought mine. Y'know they sell 'em at 
Kmart and shit. Yeah, three bucks." 

"He died in the Korean War for that flag." 

"What a coincidence. Mine was made in Korea." 

— Bill Hicks 
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Each year, on the 4th of July, 300 million peo- 
ple lie to themselves in such vehement fash- 
ion, they literally believe in something that has 
never existed. 

America. A few centuries ago, some random 
control freak scrawls an arbitrary line in the 
dirt, and asserts, "On that side is Canada; on 
this side, the United States," and magically it 
becomes so? Hang on, guys. I've got this bot- 
tle of pills in the overheating trunk of my car I 
wanna sell ya'. Never mind those expiration 
dates reading 1937. 

I ain't buyin' it. The soil on that side still looks 
exactly the same as the soil on this side. The 
next you know, you'll be forcing me to fight 
with folks "over there" to preserve my free- 
dom. Go sell your snake oil to the naive. 
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Strangely enough, now people on either side 
of this nonexistent demarcation are willing to 
kill and die for what was the same dirt a few 
hundred years ago. Dirt nobody then, nor now, 
owns. Songs are written, lovingly sung by mil- 
lions, commemorating this fictitious division 
of the Earth that means fuckin' nothing. 

Armies are developed to protect this dirt from 
that Children are taught to venerate this soil, 
and vilify what's on the other side of our imagi- 
nary line. Yet, we don't see ourselves as brain- 
washed, even though we're willing to murder 
over mud. 

Drive cross-country. The only thing defining 
one state from another is a sign. If that mark- 
er wasn ' t present, I wouldn ' t have known when 
I was in Arizona or Nevada, and neither would 
you. 
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Still, you'll form rivalries — thereby division 
between North and South Dakota. Somehow, 
magically. North Carolina is different than the 
state below it, even though neither exist any- 
where but in your minds. Pittsburgh Penguins 
fans despise Philadelphia Flyers enthusiasts, 
solely because some anonymous ass cracks, 
centuries ago, told them such was auspicious. 
Do you enjoy being lead around by that cattle 
ring through your nose? 

People think they own Earth, and can thereby 
divide it up in order to control each other. In 
fact, none of us have ever owned any part of 
this planet. Earth has existed roughly 4.5 bil- 
lion years. Homo sapiens have been bumbling 
around 200,000, at best. We're renting space. 
It's inescapable we face facts before we're 
annihilated by the natural forces of this Uni- 
verse, much of which we can — given our cur- 
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rent level of technology — protect ourselves 
against. 

We nearly got spanked by yet more errant as- 
teroids last February,^ as well as September.^ 
People need to stop looking down, toiling at 
their trivial tasks — like acquiring more cash 
— and begin looking up, in order to save our 
species. 

Money? It doesn't exist and never has. Money's 
nothing more than an lOU. I can sail a boat all 
over the planet, but I can't sail 500,000 strips 
of useless fabric — cash — anywhere. Yet, in 
this backwards paradigm, both are regarded 
equally valuable. 

What causes a $1 bill to be any different than 
$1 of Monopoly currency? A wooden-toothed 
weirdo on the front — George Washington — 
who owned over 300 slaves? 
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Wanna demonstrate your gullibility? Affix an 
American flag bumper sticker to your vehicle. 
Even better, how about an actual U.S. flag on 
your house? Those who've created this para- 
digm — within which you're choosing to be en- 
slaved — are laughing at your credulity. 

Most of us drank the Kool-Aid. How could we 
not, being coerced into indoctrination camps 
— reverently termed school — for 1 2 straight 
years? That being said, some of us pretended 
to swallow this cyanide cocktail, before spit- 
ting it out. 

What did anybody learn in school? How to read 
and write — which we could've taught our- 
selves — and a cavalcade of crap none of us 
can recall. How many times have you heard 
someone assert, "I can't remember anything 
taught in high school"? Billions of individuals 
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claiming the same thing, and you don't think 
that's by design? 

Don't you want those 1 2 years back, so you 
can do something memorable with them? Think 
for yourselves. Make your own decisions. Re- 
fuse to allow the incompetent to apprise you 
you're equally inept. 

The whole terminology of thinking outside the 
box is ludicrous. Those who coined the phrase 
want you to do just the opposite, and simply 
develop ideas that will make them money. As 
long as there's a monetary system, none of us 
will think outside the box. The fucking box is 
the monetary system. Thinking outside of it 
would denote getting rid of it, and looking to 
the stars; determining how we can travel to 
the next habitable solar system. Anything else 
keeps us confined to this fleck of dust in the 
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middle of nowhere, and will lead to our demise 
as a species. 

The above isn't one dude's opinion. It's fact. 
If we don't stop fucking around with the insig- 
nificant, we're gonna get killed by the natural 
forces of this Universe. 

Do you actually believe the nonexistent entity 
known as the United States is going to over- 
come the powers of the cosmos? A Universe 
that's existed 1 3.5 billion years?! The U.S. — 
a make-believe set of borders, residing solely 
in our delusional psyches — hasn't even been 
fictionally present 250 trips around the Sun. 

Welcome to the cult of America. 
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TRENCH TALE #1 



All governments are liars and murderers. ^ 

— Bill Hicks 
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Wish I could attest — akin to a satisfying shit 
— I'm euphoric with the way things came out. 
However, following five cancellations and a 
time change, the situation went more awry 
than a KKK parade through South Central Los 
Angeles. 

The scenario was a pair of beautiful testicles; 
i.e. pretty nuts! 

I arrived to find an apartment door left un- 
locl<ed. Upon entering, I headed for the back 
bedroom — as stipulated by the lass in ques- 
tion. There, a naked, nubile goddess awaited 
at the edge of the bed. 

Like a movie that starts out with the IRS ex- 
ploding, it was a great beginning! 

As previously specified, I stripped down and 
entered. . .not unlike a Dachau prisoner headed 
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to the gas chamber. Little did I know this situ- 
ation was less stable than a collapsing bridge. 

It was demanded I refrain from speaking dur- 
ing this merger, save for an initial, "I'm here." 
I was bequeathed a 20 minute maximum, and 
was to gather my belongings and depart upon 
completion of this suicide mission. 

The rules were as follows: 

1) Protection mandatory for penetration. If it 
wasn't for the fact nobody in mainstream so- 
ciety would believe someone like me gets laid, I 
could be the spokesperson for some obscure 
condom company. I'm apologetic for the rate 
at which I'm consuming rubber plants. 

2) I was to receive a cursory handjob, prior to 
massaging the object of my temporary affec- 
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tion's clit with my cock. There've been worse 
ideas pitched across the plate. For instance, 
the tinfoil condom. 

3) Shortly thereafter, I was to initiate inter- 
course. A derailing train is helpful... when the 
tracks are headed off a cliff. 

4) I could indulge in a box lunch, but it had to 
be a light snack. 

The concupiscent queen with whom I was to 
copulate was to remain blindfolded during the 
ensuing action. We weren't talkin' a thin strip 
of material here, but an opaque, black stock- 
ing covering her entire head — executioner's 
style. I felt she may, at any moment, confuse 
me for a victim of the Inquisition — since I'm 
an obvious lover of religion — and brandish a 
headsman's axe from beneath the mattress. 
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I followed the rules as though the dismantling 
of government depended upon it. Within min- 
utes, I was naked and standing over this sub- 
urban sex slave. As stipulated, I lead her palm 
to my horny hanger, and a handjob ensued, 
while I played with her twin dollops of delight. 

From there, I gently eased her back onto the 
mattress, stating I wanted to taste her like a 
home-cooked meal provided a starving man. 

She responded that wasn't part of the deal. 
Confused like Piers Morgan when confronted 
with real journalism, I hesitated. 

Able to adapt like Billy Barty in an NBA game, 
I referred to my rulebook, mentally accessing 
our second stipulation. Hence, I began strok- 
ing clit with the underside of my swollen saber. 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces 24 



My actions were the fissionable fuse that set 
off a thermonuclear explosion the equivalent 
of Tsar Bomba. 

I immediately noted rustling emanating from 
a capacious closet to my left. 

Springing from the storage space, an acrimo- 
nious animal — in the shape of a monstrous, 
irate husband — emerged, fists balled in fury, 
prepared to do me damage. 

"You said you'd use a condom!" was the initial 
exchange in which Thor and I engaged. 

"I— I am," I stammered, shocked like a cow at 
the end of a beef herder's prod. 

"Well then how come you don't have one on, 
motherfucker?!" 
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I referred to the 1 2 pack of jimmy hats at the 
ready on the floor beside me. "I haven't put it 
in her, yet. She told me she wanted me to 
massage her clit with my cock... By the way, 
who the hell are you?" 

"Her husband, asshole! You come in here, and 
try to fuck my wife like a fuckin' stud, without 
wearing a condom?!" 

"Again, I didn't even come close to putting it 
inside her. I was massaging her clit like she'd 
asked-" 

"We know how many women you've fucked! 
You think you'll just come in here and screw 
my wife without protection?!" 

"But I didn't—" 

"I'll fuckin' drop you, man!" 
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At this point, I was gathering my clothes like 
guilt-ridden converts at a born again Chris- 
tian meeting. Moments afterward, I was out 
the door — manipulating shoes, socl<s, etc — 
wearing nothing but sweatpants. 

Upon racing down the stairwell, I tripped, and 
my dong flopped out in front of a large black 
woman, to which I heard her exclaim, "Damn! 
Nice dick for a white boy!" as I streaked to my 
truck. 

"Thanks!" I yelled behind me, as I couldn't get 
to my vehicle quickly enough. 

The trip home felt like a scene from Colombo, 
during which fuckin' Falk continuously checks 
the rear view mirror to see if he's being tailed. 

Upon return to my happy haven, I received 
the following E-mail from what appears to be 
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the mammoth man from the closet: 

you had your chance to play with my wife. 
She asked you to play with her with a con- 
don [sic] you didn't want to. we still want to 

What a wordsmith! 

Marvin Hamlisch's now-decayed asshole will 
be deemed the center of the known Universe 
before I reply to the above ill-conceived mis- 
sive — which is more confusing than why peo- 
ple still vote. 

Having to rationalize this scenario, I'm left to 
posit this damsel in distress has been married 
sometime, and realizes what a scam the con- 
nubial con is. Hence, she's fantasizing, and in 
search of bizarre bone. Hubby ain't pleased 
regarding the situation, but finds himself co- 
erced to comply. Thus, he's gonna assert his 
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dominance any way he can. In this case, that 
supremacy took the form of threatening a guy 
who's short enough to be his 1 0 year old son, 
in front of his nude wife. 

In conclusion, I'd steer clear of this Battle of 
the Bulge like a week-long family vacation for 
affluent, white folk to Cabrini-Green. 
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FORD AND THE NAZIS 



We look on Heinrich [Henry] Ford as the leader 
of the growing Fascist Party in America. 

— Adolf Hitler 
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'Tm a Ford truck man!" 

I wonder if that means third generation Ford 
vehicle owner, and country music icon, Toby 
Keith is an anti-Semite, ambitious to exploit 
slave labor and furtively work with Nazis. 

Just when you thought it was safe to drive a 
fuckin' Ford, you discover the namesake of 
said company blamed Jews for the problems 
humanity was facing during the 30s and 40s. 
In addition, Henry Ford dug Adolf Hitler like a 
backhoe does soft soil. This appreciation was 
reciprocated by der Fuhrer, as the leader of 
the Nazi war machine stated, "I regard Henry 
Ford as my inspiration." The infamous archi- 
tect of the Third Reich proudly boasted a pro- 
digious portrait of ol' Hank over his desk in 
Munich. 
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So smile, Mr. Keith, as you croon with a guitar 
adorned in a Ford logo. Continue to clarify how 
Ford is all-American — the only truck you'll 
ever drive — ignorant a 1 945 U.S. Army report 
classified Ford Motor Company as "the arse- 
nal of Nazism." 



As Bill Hicks would say: 



Go back to bed, America. Your government 
is in control. Here's Love Connection. Watcli 
tinis and get fat and stupid. By the way, keep 
drinkin' beer, you fuckin' morons! 



What the—?! We are talkin' Henry Ford here, 
right? The guy who's last name is on millions 
of cars internationally? Founder of Ford Motor 
Company — humanity's third largest vehicle 
manufacturer in terms of sales volume? The 
dude quite possibly responsible for at least one 
of the autos in my garage? That Henry Ford? 



The very same. 
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Lest we forget the Henry Ford who became a 
national hero for implementing the $5 work- 
day, during an era when it was customary to 
pay employees half that for a nine hour shift. 
The same Henry Ford a considerable faction 
of the United States populace, at one time, 
believed should be president. Hank — master 
mechanic and the man so many heralded the 
greatest Industrialist of his epoch. The prime 
example of someone with meager beginnings, 
who managed to build his own empire through 
hard work. And who can forget the inventor 
of the assembly line? 

Funny how effective propaganda can be. 

In reality, Ford's initiation of the $5 workday 
had nothing to do with sympathy for his em- 
ployees. As 1914 dawned. Hank was shittin' 
his pants. It appears our hero wasn't the best 
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of bosses. Anemic wages and a substandard 
working environment had resulted in almost 
380% turnover at Ford Motor Company. Henry 
was forced to employ roughly 1 ,000 workers 
in order to retain 1 00 willing to stay on staff. 

In a missive to Ford, the wife of an employee 
wrote: 

Are you aware that a man cannot "buck 
nature" when he has to go to the toilet 
and yet he is not allowed to go at his work. 
He has to go before he gets there or after 
work. The chain system you have is a slave 
driver! My God! Mr. Ford. 

Again, Ford hadn't increased wages, nor cur- 
tailed the workday to eight hours, out of em- 
pathy. As Henry asserted, he'd lessened the 
severity of his slave driving to keep workers 
from quitting, and increase productivity. 

As far as Ford becoming president, would you 
feel safe if the man at the helm, when asked 
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if he could expand on the America Revolution, 
stated, "I understand there was one in 1 81 2." 
The same dude who attested, "I don't like to 
read books, they muss up my mind." A true in- 
tellectual fearful of sugar because he believed 
the jagged edges of its crystals would shred 
his stomach when ingested. An individual one 
journalist described as, "Outside of business, 
where he [Ford] is a genius, his mind is that of 
a child." An icon of intelligence many thought 
was a moron. 

Too bad someone like that isn't around today, 
itchy trigger finger on the nuclear button— 

Oh, wait. He is. 

According to Ford's sister Margaret, Henry ex- 
aggerated to the point of lying. This great in- 
dustrialist hadn't been raised destitute, but 
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was actually the son of an affluent father. In 
addition, Ford — rather than being a superla- 
tive mechanic — had surrounded himself with 
the best in the business. Henry called on the 
expertise of others to conceive his vehicles. 
Contrary to popular fallacy, Ford didn't create 
the assembly line; he simply improved on the 
existing design. 

Yeah, Hank was a real gem, in the same way a 
polished, petrified turd might be. Thus, when 
he began speaking ill of Jews — blaming them 
for troubles suffered by humans — it wasn't 
a big stretch for Henry. Suffice it to say. Ford 
fell into the bullshit quicksand so many other 
bigots do, displaying his one cylinder mind for 
humanity to see. 

Henry went so far as to author a book — The 

International Jew — berating what he termed 
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"bad" devotees to Judaism. Equally insane in- 
dividuals called Nazis got their creepy hands 
on the text, busting that shit-filled pinata wide 
open. 

When the Third Reich took control of Germany, 
copies of Henry's tome — bedecked with the 
names Ford and Hitler on their covers — were 
distributed to schools and Nazi offices across 
the country. 

In the words of the Fuhrer, "The book is being 
circulated to millions throughout Germany." 

Well, there's a blow to starving artists who've 
been poundin' away at the keyboard for the 
past 25 years, relegated to self-publishing. I 
— and others like me — distribute truths for 
the betterment of humans, and nobody reads 
the material. Along comes some psycho with 
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cash, and millions gorge themselves on the 
lunacy he's propagating. 



According to Baldur von Schirach — leader of 
the Hitler Youth and notorious Nazi governor 
of Vienna: 



The decisive anti-Semitic book which I 
read at that time, and the book which in- 
fluenced my comrades was Henry Ford's 
book, The International Jew. I read it and 
became anti-Semitic. This book made in 
those days a great impression on my 
friends and myself, because we saw in 
Henry Ford the representative of success, 
also the representative of a progressive 
social policy. In the poverty-stricken and 
wretched Germany of the time, youth 
looked toward America, and... it was Henry 
Ford who, to us, represented America... 
If he said the Jews were to blame, natu- 
rally we believed him. 



Being an idiot isn't a crime. If it were, there 
wouldn't be enough prison cells to hold all the 
violators. There is, however, impropriety as- 
sociated with forcing people into slave labor. 
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and working them amidst concentration camp 
conditions. One can easily assign malfeasance 
to those who assist in the slaughter of millions 
of humans. Of these two transgressions, Henry 
Ford is guilty. 

Envision armadas of Ford trucks descending 
upon Europe and the USSR during World War 
II. Picture the occupants of these vehicles kid- 
napping innocents. Visualize these victims be- 
ing taken to the Ford-Werke plant — Ford's 
German affiliate in Cologne — forced to build 
trucks for the Third Reich. 

For Elsa Iwanowa — one of multitudinous in- 
dividuals abducted by Ford and the Nazis in 
this fashion — it wasn't necessary to imagine 
anything, since she lived it. 

They took us by truck to the Ford plant in 
Cologne. We were just children, we were 
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crying all the time. At first, they told us 
it would only be for a few months and 
then we would go home, but they lied to 
us, they never let us go. At Ford, we were 
treated like dogs, thrown into a barracks 
without any heat, running water or sew- 
age. It was freezing in the winter, terrible, 
just terrible. The bunks had no mattresses, 
just wooden planks with a little straw and 
they only fed us a bowl of cabbage and 
water broth twice a day with a slice of 
bread. We were always hungry. I sat all day 
dreaming about food. If you asked for sec- 
onds, they would beat you. 

I was forced to work from seven in the 
morning until seven at night drilling holes 
in engine blocks while the foremen, who 
were like animals, supervised us. We had 
no names, only numbers. Whenever a 
worker got sick, they took them away. We 
later heard they were shot. If we didn't 
meet our quota, we were beaten. 



Robert Schmidt — company manager of 
Ford-Werke plant in 1 942 — asserted: 



It depends upon our work whether the 
front can be supplied with its necessi- 
ties... therefore, we too are soldiers of 
the Fuhrer. 
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That's not distressing, nor the type of quote 
you'd expect to hear from somebody working 
on Toby Keith's pickup. Maybe the Ford Truck 
Man video should feature assembly line work- 
ers being executed, and a swastika replacing 
the Ford logo on Mr. Keith's guitar. 

Nazi armaments minister Albert Speer prom- 
ised to provide 1 2,000 concentration camp 
camp prisoners for the German auto industry, 
which he asserted was crucial to the success 
of the Third Reich. As such, Buchenwald — an 
infamous incarceration facility — sent a con- 
tinuous cascade of detainees to Ford-Werke 
throughout the war. 

One may squabble Ford was coerced by the 
Third Reich to use slave laborers. They'd be 
wrong. Ford purchased these incarcerates by 
choice. What's more. Ford employees could 
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have treated these captives any way they de- 
sired. As it was, they decided to abuse them. 
When Allied military finally overran the Ford- 
Werke plant, It was ascertained most of the 
Russian female slaves had contracted vene- 
real diseases, indicating they'd been raped by 
the Ford employees. 

Keep singin', Toby! 

Imagine how shocked American soldiers must 
have been, hitting the battlefield, only to be 
met by Third Reich battalions driving Ford ve- 
hicles. More than 30% of the Nazi regime's 
trucks had been produced by Ford. 

According to a 1 945 U.S. Army report: 

Ford increasingly resorted to use of pris- 
oners of war and other slave labor... The 
foreigners employed rose to over 40 per- 
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cent of its labor supply in 1944. The usual 
Nazi discriminations in wages and work- 
ing conditions were practiced. 

Even though other American corporations in 
Germany were seized by Hitler's Third Reich 
after the U.S. entered the war, Ford-Werke 
was left to continue operations unhindered. In 
fact, profits were safeguarded in private ac- 
counts, so Ford could collect them following 
the culmination of the bloodshed. 

Henry, himself, was awarded the Nazi Grand 
Cross of the Order of the German Eagle, re- 
served for "foreigners who have been of spe- 
cial service to the Reich." 

And what did Elsa Iwanowa receive? Accord- 
ing to this kidnapped slave laborer, she was 
never paid by Ford-Werke. Rather, in 1995, 
she was provided a free tour of the plant as it 
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Stood then, and given a small Ford commem- 
orative pin as compensation. 

As an addendum, Ford-Werke produced the 
turbines used in Nazi V-2 rockets, which were 
responsible for the deaths of thousands of in- 
nocent, British civilians. The V-2 was Invent- 
ed, and developed, by Wernher von Braun — 
who subsequently became the head of NASA 
and the Father of the U.S. Space Program. 
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TRENCH TALE #2 



It's all about money, not freedom, y'all, okay? 
Nothing to do with fijckin' freedom. If you think 
you're free, try going somewhere without fuck- 
ing money, okay? 

— Bill Hicks 
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Four maidens disrobed poolside, but only one 
tugged at Excalibur. Sure as Craig T. Nelson 
from Coach is the evil overlord of Hades, this 
was PJ's initial trip to a swing venue. Thanks 
to the Internet, said tawdry tart was on a first 
date. In fact, she professed to be in search of 
a relationship. At a fuck facility?! She'd have 
more luck proving Whoopi Goldberg doesn't re- 
tain a Y chromosome than she would uncover- 
ing love at an ass arena! 

After engaging a couple — who solely spoke 
Spanish — in repartee that flowed like thick, 
dried mud, and becoming more frustrated than 
a guy with a 1 2 inch penis and no pee hole, I 
plied my terrible trade with PJ. Our lass du jour 
was a buxom beauty with superhero squirting 
skills. 

As sure as a pair of undescended testicles re- 
side between Oprah's legs, PJ was nude in mo- 
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merits, enthusiastically consuming cocks in the 
Jacuzzi. She had more nuts in her mouth than 
a plump squirrel living in Central Park. Akin to 
a skilled photographer, I got the picture. Sec- 
onds later, I found myself slingin' sausage — 
against our leading lady's ass — with the ve- 
hemence of a hot dog vendor during a Yankee 
Stadium double header. 

French Stewart will be crowned King of the 
U.S. before Jacuzzi sex becomes easy. Thus, 
I suggested an exodus to the Bed of Blasphemy 
— the most well-used mattress in the metro- 
politan area, although no one — unless having 
sex with me — has actually slept upon it. 

My recommendation was heeded, and festivi- 
ties continued on solid ground. 

Not bad for a day that began so slowly, I ini- 
tially pondered going through the metal de- 
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tector at the airport to see if TSA would feel 
me up so I could get my jollies. I'd like to as- 
sert this recent journey to the cum cottage in 
question kicked more ass than Bruce Lee goin' 
1 5 rounds with a donkey, but I'd be lying. One 
salacious senorita — when uncharted territo- 
ry, though — is definitely worth an entrance 
fee comparable to a Martin Sheen concert at 
SeaWorld! 
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NUKES 



To everyone who's been affected by ra- 
dioactive fallout. In other words, to eve- 
ryone born after 1945. 

— Hugh Mungus 
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A Living Hell 

Nothing says, "I love you" like exploding a nu- 
clear bomb on the object of your affection. 

If such is true, the U.S. government adores its 
citizens. What could be more proof than roughly 
1 ,000 nuclear devices detonated upon its own 
people? 

When you consider the United States explod- 
ed a pair of atomic weapons on Japan — and 
the devastation was nightmarish — 500 times 
more discharges is a living Hell. How does one 
justify detonating such a far greater number 
of nuclear devices on their own populace than 
on those they call foreigners? They don't. 

Even more surreal is that United States citi- 
zens paid to be irradiated. What did taxes of 
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the U.S. working class buy them? A planet del- 
uged in radioactive fallout. Residents paid to 
have themselves, and future generations, im- 
mersed in deadly radionuclides. They paid for 
a rapid increase in cancer. They paid to exist 
every moment under the ominous shadow of 
imminent nuclear annihilation. 

But the U.S. government can't take all the 
credit, can they? 

No way. Any country detonating an atomic or 
thermonuclear device has increased the le- 
thal radioisotopes saturating the Earth. Any 
nation creating plutonium, or engaging in ura- 
nium mining, is possibly to blame for your can- 
cer, the cancer of someone you know, or have 
known. In short, governments participating in 
the production of fission, or fusion, have put 
us all at risk... and we've paid them to do so. 
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Think how bizarre it is we send our children to 
school to pledge allegiance to a bureaucracy 
that' s irradiated them. What does this scream 
about our professed love for our offspring? 

Believe presidents are great people? Do great 
people insist on the explosions of 67 hydro- 
gen bombs in the Marshall Islands, thus eradi- 
cating entire societies?"" 

So many of you reading this will do nothing to 
remedy these atrocities, concluding the Mar- 
shall Islands are a world away. In fact, this as- 
semblage of atolls are actually located in the 
Pacific Ocean, directly in the jet stream blow- 
ing west to east across the U.S. Fallout from 
atmospheric nuclear discharges is carried on 
the wind, and ends up back on Earth. Hence, 
each thermonuclear weapons test the United 
States performed in the Bikini Atolls irradiated 
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U.S. citizens. Sixty-seven explosions — many 
of them, by themselves, hundreds of times 
more lethal than the bomb detonated over 
Hiroshima — are a nightmare to endure. This 
number doesn't include the 1,021 discharges 
at the Nevada Test Site (NTS),^ and a handful 
of other detonations elsewhere in the United 
States. 

Are we told these facts in high school history 
class? 

Of course not. They're the equivalent of bad 
press for the U.S. government. 

Do we question why bombs are developed and 
tested in the first place? 

Obviously not. If we did, phrases like "for the 
good of our citizens" and "national security" 
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would make no sense. How do you massively 
irradiate a populace for the benefit of its in- 
habitants? 

"National security?" If you call the U.S. home, 
take a flight to Moscow. When you disembark, 
are there hundreds of Russian citizens await- 
ing your arrival, handguns pointed at you? No. 
If such isn't so, how come the United States 
possesses an arsenal of nuclear weapons tar- 
geted at a population who could give a shit if 
you travel to their country? 

Why would Russia have a comparable number 
of nuclear devices aimed at the U.S.? I don't 
rush to the international terminal at my near- 
est airport, gun in hand, whenever somebody 
from a foreign land arrives. 

If the citizens of the planet aren't interested 
in fighting each other, why so many devas- 
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tating weapons in the name of "national se- 
curity?" If the answer isn't residents, there's 
one place left to turn: government. 

Bureaucracies hunger to wage war. Citizens 
don't. Governments require cash from these 
same residents to create the nuclear weapons 
that are destroying us all. Without financing 
from citizens, hegemonies wouldn't be able to 
produce these armaments, and an increase in 
resultant diseases would diminish. 

You assert how smart you are, yet how bril- 
liant can you be if you ' re paying governments 
to kill you? 

How many of you ' ve vacationed in Tahiti? How 
many answering, "Me" know said atoll has been 
inundated by radioactive fallout resultant of 
French weapons testing? 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces 56 



Who wouldn't want to visit Palomares, Spain, 
where tourists proliferate, unawares the U.S. 
dropped four, live hydrogen bombs on this vil- 
lage in 1 966? 

Headed for the luminous lights of Tinseltown? 
Best conduct your research, since a clandes- 
tine nuclear disaster happened 30 miles from 
LA. in 1 959. A catastrophe which may have 
yielded 240 times more fallout than the egre- 
gious Three Mile Island incident. 

These events are drops in the bucket when it 
comes to the total nuclear atrocities govern- 
ments have executed on us all. Even so, after 
learning these truths, you're likely to forget 
them, or convince yourself I fucked up. I as- 
sure you the latter isn ' t the case, but I ' d pre- 
fer you don't take my word for it. I'd rather 
you investigate the reference material pro- 
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vided, to arrive at what seems the only con- 
clusion: bureaucracies are murdering people 
via radioactive fallout. 

Radionuclides are magnificent means of mas- 
sacre. Not only are they lethal in minute quan- 
tities, they're invisible; meaning you could be 
ingesting them while reading this. In addition, 
they're often odorless, as well as tasteless. 
Without a dosimeter or Geiger counter, you 
wouldn't comprehend they were present even 
after they made you ill. And what of plutonium 
and uranium, both undetectable by the above 
two devices? 

Radioisotopes are also able to traverse vast 
expanses upon prevailing wind systems. Most 
of these nuclides won't considerably diminish 
for thousands, millions, and in certain cases, 
billions of years. This means radiation from 
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Chernobyl, Fukushima and Simi Valley will be 
around well into future millennia. 

It's time we know the truth: facts hidden from 
us by governments and educational systems. 
After all, millions of people continue produc- 
ing children, unaware the aforementioned con- 
taminates exist, and have been created by bu- 
reaucracies we believe protect us. 
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Simi Valley: Los Angeles' Nuclear Nightmare 

When it comes to nuclear reactor accidents, 
the top three — in terms of radioactive fall- 
out — are definitively Chernobyl, Fukushima 
and Three Mile Island, right? 

Wrong. An event occurred in 1959, 30 miles 
north of Los Angeles, releasing perhaps 240 
times the radiation Three Mile Island did two 
decades later. How come you haven't heard 
about it? The Atomic Energy Commission — a 
now-obsolete branch of the government — 
lied regarding the mishap. Isotopes from this 
accident still exist, and will do so for centu- 
ries. 

Amidst the Simi Hills, the Santa Susana Field 
Laboratory initiated nuclear production and 
rocket development in 1 948. Run by Atomics 
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International and Rocketdyne, projectile en- 
gines strident enough to be heard across Simi 
Valley were tested at the plant. 

Trials included a Sodium Reactor Experiment 
(SRE) — the first nuclear reactor in the U.S. 
providing electricity to a public power facili- 
ty. This venture used sodium, instead of water, 
to cool its radioactive core. In 1959, some- 
thing that has never been clarified went ter- 
ribly wrong. 

July 26th. After temperatures inside the re- 
actor vessel drastically increased, employees 
at Santa Susana narrowly brought the device 
to shutdown. Following a cursory inspection, 
that lasted two hours, technicians restarted 
the process. Amidst heightened radiation lev- 
els, workers continued operating the machine 
two consecutive weeks. After readings 
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reached horrifying plateaus for an extended 
period, employees reevaluated the situation. 
About as effective as applying the brakes af- 
^erlaunching a car off a cliff. Lowering a cam- 
era to the core, it was established 1 3 of 43 
fuel rods had been destroyed and, due to their 
use over the prior 1 4 days, partly melted. 

Should this have occurred inside a properly 
protected facility, it would have been devas- 
tating enough. However, Santa Susana was a 
testing location. Thus, precautions employed 
at a nuclear power plant were nowhere to be 
found. 

Santa Susana was no more capable of pro- 
tecting surrounding environs from fallout than 
your home, a grocery store or office building. 
As if this weren't virulent enough, the struc- 
ture was specifically created to vent radioac- 
tive steam into the air. 
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Due to insufficient monitoring, scientists have 
yet to determine how much radioactivity was 
released. The SRE was about 1 00 times smaller 
than the damaged Three Mile Island reactor. 
Since Santa Susana wasn't equipped to con- 
tain fallout, however, this may have resulted 
in much more discharge than the accident in 
1 979 Pennsylvania. Investigators speculate 
release of radioactive particles in Simi Valley 
could be hundreds of times that of Three Mile 
Island. 

The Atomic Energy Commission erroneously 
asserted only one of the nuclear fuel rods was 
damaged and, at that, minimally. 

Good luck finding these facts on Los Angeles 
tourism brochures. L.A., baby: home to more 
plastic faces than a Barbie factory, what re- 
mains of Matt LeBlanc's career and one of his- 
tory' s worst nuclear nightmares. 
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Spain Was Evil and Deserved to be Nuked 

When envisioning nefarious faces throughout 
history, certain personages come to mind — 
Adolf Hitler, Ted Bundy — but who conceptu- 
alizes a whole country, let alone a nation like 
Spain? Similar to admiring comedian Steven 
Wright's hairstyle, it's a rarity. So why did the 
United States drop four hydrogen bombs on 
this commonwealth in 1 966? 

Refueling a plane in midair sounds more prob- 
lematic than viewing one's own asshole with- 
out a camera or a mirror. This was the case 
on January 1 7th of the aforementioned year, 
when a U.S. B-52G and a KC-1 35 tanker col- 
lided at 31 ,000 feet, off Spain's coast. The 
refueling craft was instantly decimated, after 
the gasoline aboard ignited. The bomber tore 
into pieces, and four of its seven person crew 
were able to escape. 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces 64 



Hydrogen bombs. Who wouldn't want one, let 
alone three, landing in their backyard? If you 
asserted, "The friendly folks of Palomares," 
you'd be correct. Palomares — a tiny coastal 
town of tomato farmers — wouldn't be the 
same after a trio of Mk28 thermonuclear de- 
vices descended upon it. A fourth ordnance 
of the same variety would find its way into the 
adjacent ocean, and be lost for almost three 
months. 

Operation Chrome Dome was to blame on this 
one. During the Cold War, the aforementioned 
was a U.S. directive responsible for constant- 
ly flying live nuclear explosives over unwitting 
civilians. After all, the best way to protect peo- 
ple is to buzz them with hydrogen bombs. 

Chrome Dome flew a number of routes, alleg- 
edly to act as a deterrent for potential Soviet 
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attacks on the United States. The flight plan 
during the Palomares incident had B-52s tra- 
versing the Atlantic Ocean, to the western bor- 
der of the U.S.S.R., and bacl< to the U.S.A. With 
such a vast distance to cover, refueling was 
necessary, and occurred over Spain. 

Planes soar. Planes crash. Continually flying 
craft carrying thermonuclear weapons means 
these bombs may eventually come plummet- 
ing back to Earth, and perhaps detonate, mur- 
dering millions. Even though I wasn't alive in 
1 966, I wouldn't have voted for this suicidal 
plan. Of course, this is why the United States 
public was kept largely in the dark regarding 
details of Operation Chrome Dome. 

What happened to "[...] of the people, by the 
people, for the people [...]"? 
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The KC-1 35 that collided with the B-52 flew 
out of Moron Air Base in Spain. The name of 
this installation has an accent over the second 
"0," but who's counting? 

The first bomb was recovered mostly intact 
on a dry riverbed. Conventional explosives on 
the second and third detonated, soaking 490 
acres in plutonium-239 and radioactive de- 
bris. Desperate, the military scrambled to keep 
the incident from the media. When the press 
began swarming, the Air Force and Navy were 
coerced to admit an accident had occurred, 
but stifled the phrase "lost nuclear bombs." 
Unable to withhold they'd misplaced the fourth 
weapon, perhaps beneath the Mediterranean 
Sea, the U.S. was forced to concede this nu- 
clear nightmare. 

This final device — which settled on a precar- 
ious 70 degree declination, 2,550 feet below 
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the surface — was accidentally dropped by sal- 
vage crews and lost a second time before it 
was found again at 2,900 feet. After a drone 
vessel — normally employed for torpedo rec- 
lamation — became tangled in the bomb's par- 
achute, the weapon, along with the recovery 
craft, was raised to 1 00 feet below the water 
line. From there, the bomb was guided aboard 
the USS Petrel, and deactivated. 

Cleanup efforts of Palomares were interest- 
ing, as Strategic Air Command (SAC) — which 
was responsible for the accident — hadn't con- 
sidered emergencies of this magnitude. Thus, 
almost every aspect of the search was make- 
shift. Toilet paper played a crucial part in re- 
covery, as U.S. soldiers marked debris with the 
stuff, and rolls of this valued commodity were 
used to demarcate distances along beaches. 
Contaminated earth was packed into 4,81 0 
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barrels by workers garbed in minimal protec- 
tive clothing. 

To compensate farmers for desecrated crops, 
the Air Force purchased corrupted tomatoes. 
Sounds like a gesture of good faith, until one 
learns the military then fed this poisoned pro- 
duce to its own pilots. Soldiers were informed 
alpha radiation, with which they came in con- 
tact, could be repelled by nothing more than 
sheets of paper, and was innocuous. What the 
military failed to reveal was, when consumed, 
alpha radiation is often lethal. In all, it was a 
joyous, potentially calamitous romp along the 
Med. 

As plutonium-239 has a half-life of 24,100 
years, continual re-dredging of the ground at 
Palomares will cause this city to be radioac- 
tive for hundreds of generations. Scientists 
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continue to downplay the adverse nature of 
what's occurring there, whilst quietly recom- 
mending new cleanup efforts. 

Between 2006 and 2007, 71 million square 
feet of town, and outlying areas, were tested 
for radiation. Technicians were surprised to 
discover levels far exceeding what they'd ex- 
pected. Increased Isotope deposits were now 
yielding americium, a lethal product of pluto- 
nium decomposition. The most highly saturat- 
ed region has been Increased from 1 07,000 
square yards to nearly 360,000. 

Palomares is currently a popular tourist desti- 
nation. Condominiums and hotels line the city; 
there's an adjacent nudist beach; and the vil- 
lage now has its own skyline. The town's agri- 
cultural industry flourishes, with greenhouses 
springing up everywhere. What most travel- 
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ers to Palomares don't realize is they're ven- 
turing to a region contaminated by radioac- 
tive fallout, at levels harmful to their health, 
as well as those of future generations. 

List of Places to Visit: 

1 ) Hell. I have a theory it's awesome, and only 
given bad press by those who want to keep it 
all to themselves. 

2) Wherever Rosario Dawson happens to be. 

3) Anywhere but Palomares and the locations 
showcased in this chapter. 
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While We're at It, Let's Nuke Greenland 

For seven airmen in 1968, the frigid climate 
of Thule, Greenland, became too much to bear. 
What resulted was one of the most deleteri- 
ous nuclear accidents in history. 

The cockpit of HOBO 28 — a B-52G carrying 
four live thermonuclear weapons — was freez- 
ing. So cold, in fact, third pilot Major Alfred 
D' Mario unlocked a conduit leading from the 
engine that would take the chill off things. In- 
stead of creating more tolerable flying condi- 
tions, though, the compartment became over- 
heated, as four stowed seat cushions caught 
flame. Upon uncovering the fire's source, the 
plane's navigator unsuccessfully attempted 
to extinguish the blaze. 

Let's stop for a minute and ponder the insan- 
ity of this scenario. Live hydrogen bombs are 
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less stable than celebrity weddings. Why are 
these potential cataclysms being flown above 
the planet? 

Six hours into the mission — roughly 90 miles 
from Thule Air Base — Captain John Haug ra- 
dioed air traffic control, notifying them of the 
situation. After exhausting all on board fire ex- 
tinguishers, smoke filled the cabin to the point 
the airmen could barely see their instruments, 
much less read them. Around that time, the 
plane's electrical power ceased. 

Another interjection to the military: "Thanks 
for playing Affirm You're a Lunaticl Congrat- 
ulations! You've Won!" 

With no way to land, except for a powerless 
glide onto treacherous ice, Haug prepared to 
abandon the craft. Being so far from an out- 
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post, the airplane was surrounded by black- 
ness. It wasn't until several excruciating min- 
utes later pilot D' Mario announced they were 
over the illuminations of Thule Air Base. Six 
of the crew abandoned the aircraft. Co-pilot 
Leonard Svitenko — who had no access to an 
ejection seat — was killed whilst attempting 
to exit the plane via a hatch in the fuselage. 

While Haug and D'Mario landed inside the con- 
fines of the military facility, three other crew 
members were rescued within one and a half 
miles of the base. 

Captain Curtis R. Criss was discovered by dog 
teams roughly 21 hours later, in —23 degree 
Fahrenheit temperatures. Having suffered hy- 
pothermia atop an ice floe, the officer had on- 
ly been able to survive due to his parachute, 
which he'd wrapped around himself for heat. 
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Upon abandonment, the plane became a toxic 
ghost ship — nuclear cargo aboard without a 
crew. Hurtling forth at speeds exceeding 500 
miles per hour, the craft descended and ex- 
ploded into the ice of North Star Bay, at least 
seven miles beyond Thule Air Base. 

The resultant fireball was the ultimate dirty 
bomb — a radioactive munition combined with 
traditional explosives — as the conventional 
propellants within all four weapons detonat- 
ed. Fortunately, no fissile discharges were trig- 
gered, and the blasts weren't intense enough 
to initiate a critical reaction. 

The temperature of the resulting fire, due to 
225,000 pounds of airplane fuel, melted a siz- 
able hole through the ground — which con- 
sisted of solid ice. As a result, debris and what- 
ever was left of the bombs, sunk to the floor 
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of the ocean below. A 2,200 foot swatch of 
ice was stained black by aviation fuel and high- 
ly radioactive discharge, including americium, 
Plutonium, tritium and uranium. 

From this catastrophe. Project Crested Ice — 
a cleanup operation about as efficacious as 
opening a snowplow business in Miami, Florida 
— was born. Conversationally designated Dr. 
Freezelove, this mitigatory undertaking was a 
race against time. With spring imminent, por- 
tions of ice mass would melt, resulting in radi- 
oactive areas sinking, thus contaminating the 
oceans. 

What was known as the "zero line" demarcat- 
ed a one by three mile expanse where Geiger 
counters were picking up high levels of alpha 
radiation. With temperatures averaging —40 
degrees Fahrenheit, and 90 mile per hour 
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winds, workers toiled in continuous darkness, 
save for the generator lights of a makeshift 
compound. 

In the end, approximately 700 individuals la- 
bored for nine months to assuage the cata- 
clysm, and prevent a greater catastrophe. Of- 
ten, these frigid souls worked with insufficient 
protection from the deadly contaminant they 
were handling. 

One of the secondaries — the main destruc- 
tive force of the bombs — remains lost to this 
day. Although Strategic Air Command (SAC) 
asserted all four weapons had been accounted 
for, it was later determined the armed forces 
lied to the media. Such was an aberrant occa- 
sion in the same way the sunrise has been a 
serious shocker for the past 6,000 years. 
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An ensuing SAC report predicated: 

An analysis by the AEC (Atomic Energy 
Commission) of the recovered second- 
ary components indicated recovery of 
85% of the uranium and 94%, by weight, 
of three secondaries. No parts of the 
fourth secondary have been identified. 

In plain English, the baddest part of one of the 
bombs was never found, and had most likely 
melted through the ice. 

Ain't nothin' like a huge ball of radioactivity 
restin' on the ocean floor to contaminate sea 
life, and hence seafood, for hundreds of thou- 
sands of years, iviilitary intelligence? Sounds 
like an oxymoron to me. 



Sushi, anyone? 
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Tahiti: Swimming in Fallout 

Is it mandatory for governments to hate any- 
thing resembling a tropical Utopia? If not, why 
do the sovereignties of humanity continue to 
contaminate idyllic, island locales? 

For those who've spent well-deserved vaca- 
tion time unwinding in Tahiti, you may find it 
psychologically beneficial to skip the follow- 
ing. Becoming aware this atoll is immersed in 
radioactive fallout, afteryou've lounged about 
this Shangri-La, isn't comforting. 

It all began in 1 966 with Aldebaran — a 200 
kiloton atomic test conducted by France. Thir- 
ty years, 193 trials later, French Polynesia — 
the island chain of which Tahiti is a part — was 
at last released from nuclear Hell. Forty-one 
aboveground trials were commenced on the 
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atoll of Moruroa. One hundred and forty-seven 
subterranean tests, at both this archipelago 
and adjacent Fangataufa, were also executed. 
Although the explosions have ceased, the le- 
thal fallout will remain beyond your lifetime. 

France's leader Charles de Gaulle convinced 
the French Polynesian government detonat- 
ing approximately 200 nuclear bombs within 
its borders would be beneficial for this string 
of islands. The influx of industry was, he as- 
serted, a catalyst for this region's debilitated 
economy. The only difference between a pol- 
itician and a used car salesman? The price of 
his suit. 

What sparked the impassioned need to anni- 
hilate the denizens of this territory? Had these 
people committed crimes so repugnant they 
warranted the utmost punishment? 
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Akin to Britain in the '50s, the government of 
France was petrified they were being left be- 
hind in the race nobody wins — that of nucle- 
ar arms. As a result, this Parisian nation cata- 
pulted into atomic absurdity, in a desperate at- 
tempt to rival the genocidal forces possessed 
by countries with nuclear capabilities. France 
began a policy of exploding everything it could, 
and lying about the extent of damage to the 
intended targets. 

The atolls composing French Polynesia housed 
about 75,000 inhabitants, none of whom were 
enlightened regarding the severity of nuclear 
tests being conducted in their very own back- 
yards. Fangataufa and Moruroa were typical- 
ly the objects of decimation. Although France's 
Center for Pacific Experiments (CEP) reassured 
island residents they were in no danger, mon- 
itoring devices were recording readings near 
70 times safe limits. 
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Citizens were tested for heightened levels of 
radioactivity, but not provided results. Hence, 
these natives believed they were safe. After 
all, no news is good news, right? Wrong. Even 
though endemic inhabitants commenced life 
as usual — feeding on regional fruits and veg- 
etables — it wasn't long before they realized 
French scientists on the atolls were no longer 
eating local produce. 

A clandestine Telex from the Radiation Safety 
Officer stationed on adjacent Mangareva Atoll 
in 1 966 stated: 

Minister informed radiation not negligi- 
ble. Stop. Soil contaminated. Stop. Await 
instructions for decontamination and pro- 
visions. Stop. 

It's been alleged Philippe Millon, Chief Doctor 
for the Safety Department of the CEP, wrote 
a furtive report assessing the situation after 
weapons trials began. Asserting he'd tested 
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vegetation on Mangareva, Millon found it to 
be as radioactive as that studied at Chernobyl 
in 1 986, following the nuclear catastrophe in 
the Ukraine. 

In the 1 960s, the World Health Organization 
(WHO) suggested the highest allowable levels 
of radioactive contamination in foodstuffs to 
be 270 picocuries per gram. Vegetables sam- 
pled in 1 966 in Mangareva registered 18,000 
picocuries per gram. 

Although the Partial Test Ban Treaty — which 
forbade atmospheric nuclear trials — was im- 
plemented in 1963, France failed to recog- 
nize this mandate, and continued its barrage 
on Tahiti. 

Sarcastic wisecracks were made concerning 
this neophyte to the Atomic Club, in compari- 
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son to the power of the United States or the 
Soviet Union. The Parisian nation was viewed 
as having a Napoleon Complex — only able to 
destroy humanity once — while the big boys 
could do so thousands of times. 

During 1968, France became the fifth nation 
— including the U.S., the U.S.S.R., Britain and 
China — to test a hydrogen bomb. This event, 
occurring at Fangataufa, yielded a 2 megaton 
blast — 1 00 times more devastating than the 
detonation at Hiroshima, Japan. 

In France's defense, they did construct fall- 
out shelters for occupants of adjacent islands. 
These buildings were made of meager, corru- 
gated metal, contained sand floors and pro- 
vided no protection against radionuclides. Res- 
idents would 've been just as safeguarded if 
they'd been bequeathed huts made of card- 
board and pigeon dung. Vive la France! 
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In addition, people were allowed to leave these 
impenetrable fortifications, and recommence 
everyday life — farming, fishing, swimming 
— mere hours following a nuclear test. Unbe- 
knownst to these individuals, the air, soil and 
water they were making use of was awash in 
lethal radiation. 

Not only were endemic peoples of this region 
not informed of the austere nature of these 
trials, French soldiers were kept in the dark. 

When radiation sirens sounded on Tureia Atoll, 
after the 1 971 Encelade test, they were turned 
off so recruits could fall back to sleep. Similar 
to silencing your car alarm whilst your vehicle 
is being broken into, this allowed harm to take 
hold, while the populace was none the wiser. 
Rainfall from this trial accumulated in outdoor 
water tanks, where soldiers brushed their 
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teeth. Servicemen continued consuming sea- 
food and vegetation from this region. Troops 
were often allowed to return to Moruroa a day 
or two following a nuclear test, and did so fre- 
quently garbed in shorts and other nonprotec- 
tive clothing. 

In order to measure these trials, planes typi- 
cally flew through the mushroom clouds gen- 
erated by the explosions. Thus, these aircraft 
were highly irradiated, and cleaned on a tar- 
mac adjacent a tennis court where servicemen 
engaged in sport. Hence, the spray of foam 
and water — now also radioactive — coming 
off these planes drifted into the adjoining ath- 
letic facility, inundating those ill-fated enough 
to have been present. 

A myriad of cancers, cardiovascular disorders, 
diabetes and aberrant skin afflictions are now 
commonplace throughout Tahiti. 
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In 1 983, a squad of scientists from Australia 
and New Zealand — referred to as the Atkinson 
Mission — were permitted to investigate the 
test sites. These authorities concluded under- 
water rocks comprising Moruroa Atoll housed 
immeasurable amounts of radioactive waste 
that will eventually discharge into the ocean. 
Geologist Professor Peter Davies of this group 
referred to this sequence of islands as "a time 
bomb. It's a high level nuclear waste dump in 
the middle of the ocean [...]." According to 
researchers, this inevitable next phase of ra- 
dioactive fallout — much like an unexpected 
fart on the Paula Deen show — can occur at 
any moment. 
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TRENCH TALE #3 



The planet has been through a lot worse 
than us. [...] 

Been through earthquakes, volcanoes, plate 
tectonics, continental drift, solar flares, sun- 
spots, magnetic storms, the magnetic re- 
versal of the poles, hundreds of thousands 
of years of bombardment by comets and 
asteroids and meteors, worldwide floods, 
tidal waves, worldwide fires, erosion, cos- 
mic rays, recurring ice ages, and we think 
some plastic bags and some aluminum cans 
are going to make a difference? 

The planet isn't goin' anywhere. We are. 
We're goin' away. Pack your shit, folks. 
We're goin' away. And we won't leave much 
of a trace, either. [. . .] Just another failed mu- 
tation. Just another closed-end biological 
mistake; an evolutionary cul-de-sac. The 
planet will shake us off like a bad case of 
fleas. 



— George Carlin 
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Staring directly down the barrel of the well- 
oiled handgun, I pumped away at the sweaty, 
black, female Marine beneath me. The Sun set 
through the hanging blinds partially covering 
the sliding glass door to this shitty apartment. 

Beside us, stroking himself like the family dog, 
was the dark damsel's dude — discount hair- 
piece more lopsided than a popularity contest 
between Kanye West and a high school nerd. 
"Fuck her! Fuck her like she needs to be pun- 
ished!" the rotund, brown man barked. 

"Is it loaded?" I motioned to the weapon on the 
dresser beside the squealing mattress. 

"Always," the chiseled woman under me re- 
plied. 

I took in the menagerie of war paraphernalia 
perfectly placed along the walls, as if done 
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with loving attention. Some people exhibited 
sports trophies; others displayed pictures of 
their kids in the fuckin' 4-H club. This woman 
had explicit photos of what's known as war 
porn — pictures of herself posing with mur- 
dered Middle Eastern civilians and soldiers. 

The onset of orgasm, as my pro tempore par- 
amour began to cum. Her head turned to the 
side, and I took the opportunity to direct the 
muzzle of the firearm away from me. In doing 
so, I noticed the safety was more off than Bill 
O'Reilly's unbalanced brain. 

"That's it!" shrieked the squat suitor squeez- 
ing snake at the precipice of the bulging box 
spring. "Make her pay for her sins!" 

Thanks to the dying light, I couldn't discern if 
the agglomerate of objects hastily piled at the 
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Other end of the room were avocados or hand 
grenades. Everywhere I looked were portraits 
of pillage and trophies of trench turmoil. I felt 
as though I'd transported to the survivalist 
shelter of a backwoods militia member. Either 
that or the wet dream of a creepy, combat- 
craving 1 7 year old, using fake ID so he could 
"serve" his country by killing individuals with 
brown skin. I surmised this weird woman mas- 
turbated to the stack of Soldier of Misfortune 
magazines I observed alongside the bed when 
I'd entered. I conjectured the glossy pages of 
the propaganda rags were stained with plen- 
teous amounts of chick juice. 

As the solar ball, friend to us all, descended 
beneath the mountain range in the distance, 
and whatever illumination gracing the room 
died, I once again became afraid of the dark. 
After all, when the lights went out, what 
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would stop this woman from diving deep into 
an Iraq War flashback — mistaking me for an 
attacker — scrambling for her piece and stuff- 
in' me full of more lead than a refillable pen- 
cil? For all I knew — on the other side of that 
closet, no more than 1 0 feet from where I was 
using my depth finder — she might possess an 
arsenal that would make a Blackwater subcon- 
tractor drool. Provided her physical condition- 
ing, the woman could easily breach, fire and 
fill me with more depleted uranium than the 
spent fuel pool in building four at Fukushima 
Daiichi. 

"Fuck her! Fuck her!! Fuck her!!!" came the 
maniacal war cry from my right, now some- 
where in the nebulous dark beside me. 

I pictured a pair of blood shot eyes — stripped 
of fluid — having been open longer than a 24 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Tears to Pieces 94 



hour fast food joint. Behind said psycho socl<- 
ets — within a rotting husk termed a skull — 
lurched a brain that was never meant to be. A 
Dr. Frankenstein invention. 

Was it possible these two were conspiring to 
do me harm? Seemed a stretch the likes of a 
straddle split spanning the Grand Canyon, but 
stranger things have occurred. Just look at 
Mickey Rourke's current face. 

In the blackness, a door opened. Since horny 
hubby was beside me, and his wife beneath, it 
was a sound — like a fart from a man with no 
asshole — neither could 've generated. In less 
time than it would take Ray Charles to flunk a 
driving test, I was scrambling for my clothes 
and racing for freedom. 

Behind me, muted voices effused, as if I was 
in a darkened porn theater: 
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"What happened?" 
"I don't know." 
"Where 'd he go?" 

"And I was just about to fake another orgasm!" 

In my sprint for safety, I tripped over some- 
thing alive. Between my feet, I heard a yelp of 
pain, as I stumbled across a warm, breathing, 
furry whatever. 

Wrenching the apartment door open, I looked 
back. In the scant illumination provided by the 
communal hallway lights, I caught sight of a 
cowering Chihuahua behind me. It didn't mat- 
ter. Pooch or land mine, I was more gone than 
individual thinking in church. 
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— EPILOGUE — 



What did you learn in school today, dear little 
boy of mine? 

What did you learn in school today, dear little 
boy of mine? 

I learned our government must be strong 
It's always right and never wrong 
Our leaders are the finest men 
And we elect tinem again and again 
And that's what I learned in school today 
That's what I learned in school 

— Pete Seeger 
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Since the majority of what we've been taught 
in school is lies — and the rest is just useless to 
humans — shouldn't we be filing textbooks un- 
der fiction? To save trees, it may benefit us to 
cease printing these propaganda manifestos 
altogether. Why continue torturing kids who'd 
be much happier enjoying their lives, learning 
what's relevant? 

What high school history professor is willing to 
inform students Arnold Schwarzenegger's dad 
was a Nazi Party member?^ How about the fact 
George W. Bush — in his youth — stuffed fire- 
crackers inside live frogs, and detonated said 
explosives?"^ 

The answer is, "None." Why? In this paradigm, 
you follow established lines, or don't eat. Yet, 
both the above are provable truths. 
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You're living a series of lies. We all are. Reali- 
ty is not what it seems. 

Even though these assertions sound like the 
beginning of a Twilight Zone episode, consid- 
er the following phrases: 

Make a living. 

Cost of living. 

Both are used every day. Even so, few ponder 
the ruthless implications of these idioms. 

Make a living. Haven't you already done so by 
being born? What is there left to create after 
this essential step? Should one be forced into 
producing more than his own existence, and if 
so, how? 
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Cost of living. It doesn't get any more twisted 
than this. The above connotes there's a price 
to our lives. If that tax isn't paid, we die. 

Who hasn't heard the false statement "Money 
makes the world go 'round"? Most of us have 
probably said it. Think how insane that adage 
is. Whomever coined it, and those who use it, 
believe sans a monetary system, Earth would 
cease to spin on its axis. What the fuck—?! 

Making such an assertion is the epitome of ar- 
rogance. To believe that somehow banknotes 
cause the massive celestial body on which we 
reside to revolve, is ludicrous. So, if we're all 
of this inclination — since we all keep uttering 
this phrase — doesn't that make us insane? 

What is money, literally? Most people would 
respond it's pieces of paper. In actuality, it's 
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Strips of cotton and linen, innately useless to 
humans, since you can neither eat nor inhale 
it in order to survive. 

Don't believe money is valueless? Travel back 
in time 500 years with a bushel of apples and 
a $1 ,000 bill. See which takes you further in 
that particular era. Enough said. 

Let's assume you're employed from the ages 
of 1 8 to 65. Say you work 40 hours a week. 
At that rate, following one year, you'll have 
spent 2,080 hours at your occupation. During 
your complete existence, you'll have labored 
at your job — which most people detest — for 
97,760 hours. That's more than 1 1 years of 
life devoted to acquiring worthless swatches 
of material. This doesn't take into considera- 
tion countless time spent preparing for work, 
and altering your existence to accommodate 
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your job. Feverishly collecting scraps of use- 
less cotton and linen sounds like the hobby of 
the mentally deranged. Wasting nearly a dozen 
years of your life doing so — in addition to the 
1 2 stolen from you via the school system — is 
the obsession of a psychotic. Still, this is the 
activity we almost all engage in constantly. 

Media, movies and television are deluged with 
humans killing other humans for money. You 
applaud the hero — risking his existence — 
when he robs a casino to become a millionaire, 
even though he just put his life in jeopardy 
for a bunch of pointless cloth. 

What is this guy infatuated with sewing? 

Talk about a moron failing to view the bigger 
picture before taking action. 
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Consider Walter White's character from the 
TV show Breaking Bad. Everything he did — 
dying, estranging himself from his immediate 
family, killing people, etc. — was perpetrated 
to amass inherently worthless pieces of fab- 
ric. Rendered to its basics, that's the prem- 
ise of the show. The protagonist may have 
been adept at chemistry, but what a fuckin' 
idiot! 

Akin to politics and religion, money is an im- 
plement of internment humans need to break 
free from before it destroys us all. 

MAD — mutual assured destruction. Adhering 
to such lunacy, why isn't the whole of human- 
ity on suicide watch? This is the best founda- 
tion the powers that be could create to en- 
slave us? The strategy that if I possess more 
nuclear weapons than you — and can destroy 
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our species 5,000 times over, while you can 
only do so 3,000 times — no one's gonna use 
these ordnances for fear of annihilation?! 

Are we drinking Drano for breakfast? 

If we're eradicated once, who's gonna launch 
the remainder of nukes that can wipe us out 
the other 7,999 times?! 

Santa? 

Jesus? 

Oh, wait. Same guy. 

Haven't you asked the next logical question, 
anyway? Why create the weapons in the first 
place? It's not like nuclear bombs — and the 
process for producing them — is making the 
environment more human-friendly. 
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Take professional hockey. A large portion of 
players in the NHL — Alex Ovechkin, Evgeni 
Malkin, etc. — were born in Russia. These two 
forwards are revered in the U.S., to the point 
they're idols. In the same breath, the United 
States has thousands of nuclear tipped war- 
heads presently pointed at their families. Even 
the most twisted of minds can't prevaricate 
enough to make that one sound rational, since 
it defies logic. 

"I like ya ' , kid. Here's 1 0 million bucks. By the 
way, I'm pointing a gun at your mom's head." 

Should humanity make it through this lapse 
of reason, it's quite plausible future genera- 
tions will gaze back in shock we fell for such a 
load of horse shit! 

Spending one's life gathering strips of worth- 
less cloth; believing in an old guy who floats in 
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the sky and can hear our every thought; while 
placing trust in individuals who've deliberate- 
ly drowned us via radioactive fallout, isn't the 
mindset of logical individuals. It's time we woke 
from our slumber, before it's too late. 

The Unraveled series does its best to demon- 
strate the safety net we were brainwashed to 
believe was there, has never existed. 
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— NOTES — 



— INTRODUCTION — 



1. GEORGE CARLIN. "It's called the [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=acLW1vFO-2Q 



2. 2002 MN 

http://en.wikipeclia.org/wiki/2002_MN 



3. OUR FRIEND THE ATOM 

littp://www.youtube.com/watcli?v=QRzl1wHc43l 

4. HEINZ HABER 

littp://en.wikipeclia.org/wiki/Heinz_Haber 



5. XENU 

littp://en.wi kipedia.org/wiki/Xenu 



THE CULT OF AMERICA 



1. BILL HICKS. '"My daddy died [...]"' 

littp://www.youtube.com/watcli?v=aBCkm9-LvRg 



2. 2012 DA^4 

littp://en.wikipeciia.org/wiki/2012_DA14 
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3. 2013 TVi35 



http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/2013_TV135 



TRENCH TALE #1 



1. BILL HICKS. "All governments are [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Mjuu89B-Myc 



FORD AND THE NAZIS 



1. BLACK, EDWIN. (2009). Nazi Nexus: America's 
Corporate Connections to Hitler's Holocaust Dialog 
Press. ISBN: 9780914153092 



TRENCH TALE #2 



1. BILL HICKS. "It's all about money [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=91p8RodDSPk 



NUKES 



1. MARSHALL ISLANDS NUCLEAR TESTS 

http://www.nuclearclaimstribunal.com/testing.htm 
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2. NEVADA TEST SITE NUCLEAR TESTS 

http://en.wikipeclia.org/wiki/Nevacla_test_site 



TRENCH TALE #3 



1. GEORGE CARLIN. "T/ie planet has [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7W33HRc1A6c 



— EPILOGUE — 



1. PETE SEEGER. "What did you learn [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Vucczlg98Gw 



2. GUSTAV SCHWARZENEGGER 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gustav_Schwarzenegger 



3. GEORGE W. BUSH: FROG KILLER 

http://www.all-creatures.org/aip/nl-3nov2000-frogs.html 
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— ABOUT THE AUTHOR — 



Fuck you, Edward Bernays. '' 

— Hugh Mungus 
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A person whose idea of passing the bar exam 
means being able to drink six beers, in under 
an hour, in some disgusting gin joint. 
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* Bet you've no idea why you eat bacon and 
eggs for breakfast. Believe it or not, he's the 
same reason you bought that $2,000 hand- 
bag. Yeah, the one that cost 43c; to mal<e. His 
name was Edward Bernays and you can thank 
him not solely for influencing your first meal 
of the day, but also intimidating you into such 
a ridiculous purchase. 

Who was this manipulative asshole? Sigmund 
Freud's nephew, Edward Bernays, is typically 
termed the Father of Public Relations. In the 
early 1 900s, Bernays was so adept at being 
devious, he sold an entire war — World War I 

— to a nation. The U.S. populace believed the 
erroneous claims — originating from Bernays 
and those of his ilk — this conflict would "Make 
the World Safe for Democracy." We now real- 
ize such was a lie, and approximately 1 20,000 
Americans — suckered by Edward's scheme 

— died as a result. 
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In 1 928, Bernays published Propaganda — a 
book outlining his method for swindling any- 
one into buying anything, whether it be war or 
used toilet paper. According to Eduardo, the 
population was too stupid to know what was 
best for them, and couldn't make prudent de- 
cisions. Akin to an ignorant child, it was im- 
perative the public allow the powerful elite — 
people who controlled with cash — to decide 
what was best for all. 



From the pages of Propanganda: 



The conscious and intelligent manipula- 
tion of the organized habits and opinions 
of the masses is an important element in 
democratic society. Those who manipulate 
this unseen mechanism of society consti- 
tute an invisible government which is the 
true ruling power of our country. 

We are governed, our minds molded, our 
tastes formed, our ideas suggested, largely 
by men we have never heard of. This is a 
logical result of the way in which our dem- 
ocratic society is organized. [...] 
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It might be better to have, instead of propa- 
ganda and special pleading, committees of 
wise men who would choose our rulers, dic- 
tate our conduct, private and public, and de- 
cide upon the best types of clothes for us 
to wear and the best kinds of food for us to 
eat. [...] 

As civilization has become more complex, 
and as the need for invisible government has 
been increasingly demonstrated, the tech- 
nical means have been invented and de- 
veloped by which opinion may be regiment- 
ed. 



Since we're told the United States is a democ- 
racy — and such denotes government by the 
people — Edward is full of shit. 



Unlike prior coercive efforts, Bernays didn't 
believe in bludgeoning consumers with hard- 
nosed tactics — "You must buy this product, 
or else— I" Rather, Edward used the more wily 
method of making folks feel inadequate if they 
didn't have what he was selling. Thus, manipu- 
lating individuals into thinking their lives were 
incomplete unless they spent rent money on a 
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downpayment for a $50,000 watch. A watch, 
no less, thieves in a number of Third World na- 
tions, would amputate one's hand in order to 
obtain. 

Using Bernays' tactics, marketing and public 
relations companies have sold the population 
into financial slavery, and governments have 
convinced us all on wars that murder our spe- 
cies in droves. Thanks to Eddie, countless men 
and women have been slaughtered, duped in- 
to believing they're donning fatigues and kill- 
ing innocent civilians for a moral cause. 

See that genetically modified meal in front of 
you? Of course you do, as a majority of food 
sold in United States grocery stores contain 
GMOs — thought to cause life-threatening af- 
flictions. You can thank Edward for that, as 
well, since marketing methods employed by 
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corporations like Monsanto — which produce 
genetically-modified organisms — are inspired 
by the work of Mr. Bernays. 

You can also express gratitude to Edward for 
the fluoride in toothpaste, since he organized 
an advertising campaign to sell the U.S. pub- 
lic on this substance. It's a matter of record 
fluoride — a derivative of the poisonous gas 
fluorine — is dangerous to humans in anything 
but trace amounts. Why, then, are we ingest- 
ing copious quantities of it through our daily 
dental routines, as well as the water we drink? 
That's correct. America is one of the few re- 
maining countries still fluoridating its public 
drinking water. A procedure many believe was 
undertaken by Nazi Germany in order to paci- 
fy its populace to make them more docile and 
pliable. 

Hence, I say, "Fuck you, Edward Bernays." 
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Oh, yeah. The bacon and eggs thing? During 
the 1 950s, Bernays was hired by the Beech- 
Nut Packing Company to increase bacon sales. 
Ed created a campaign, informing the public, 
doctors overwhelmingly agreed a substantial 
breakfast of bacon and eggs was beneficial. 

And all this time you believed you were think- 
ing for yourself. 



123 

— AUTHOR'S NOTE — 

The Internet will cease to change when rack 
and pinion steering, air bags and seat belts 
become standard on skateboards. Thus, don't 
look for destinations on the World Wide Web 
to be permanent. 



When the preceding publication was printed, 
all online addresses included were valid. 



